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world, when one has grown accustomed to
having someone always ready and willing to
battle for one ; and difficult to accustom my-
self to a lonely, solitary existence, after four
years of close companionship with one whose
sole wish was to make my life happy.

Ah, well! life, after all, does not last for
ever, and maybe some day we shall awake
to find ourselves in a different sphere, where
our lost ambitions may be realized, and where
disappointment and death have no part.

In this book I have endeavoured to avoid
writing anything which may be construed
into an accusation or insinuation against any
of the persons concerned, whether they be
alive or dead. Far be it from me to speak
of blame, or to attempt to place any extra
responsibility on any one person. It is not
in my power to do so, and if it were, I should
hesitate.

We know that those five brave men sacri-
ficed their lives sooner than listen to the
terms of ignominy and disgrace proposed